"Hit's Ruby/5 Caspey agreed, picking up the
lantern. "She got 5InL^ The young dog yapped again^
with fierce hysteria; then the single low cry
Narcissa slid her arm through Bayard's. " 9Tain?t no'
rush/* Caspey told her. "Bey ain't treed yit Whooy.
H?mawn5 dawg." The young dog had ceased its yap-
ping^ but still at intervals the other one bayed her
single tlmbrous note, and they followed it. "H'mawn,
dawg!"

They stumbled a little over fading plow scars^ after
Caspey?s bobbing lantern, and the darkness went sud-
denly crescendo with short, steady cries In four keys.
"Bey got ?Im^" Isom said.

"Datts right," Caspey agreed "Le's go.           rim9

dawg!" They trotted now5 Narcissa clinging to Bay-
ard*s arm9 and plunged through rank grass and over
another fence and so among trees. Eyes gleamed fleet-
ingly from the darkness ahead; another gust of barking
interspersed with tense* eager whimperings^ and among
stumbling half-lit shadows dogs surged about them*
"He up dar5s? Caspey said. "Ole Blue sees *im.**

"Dar Uncs Henry9s dawg^ too/1 Isom said-

Caspey grunted, "I knowed he9d be here* He can?t
keep mp wid a ^possum no mo\ but jes let a          tree

whar he kin hear 5Im * . ." He set the lantern oa Ms
head and peered up Into the \ine-matted sapling^ and
Bayard drew a flash light from his pocket and turned
Its beam into the tree. The three older hounds and
Uncle Henry^s ancient^ moth-eaten beast sat in a tense
circle about the tree9 whimpering or barking In short
spaced gustss but the young one yapped steadily In
mad? hysterical rushes* aEck dat puppy still/5 Caspey
commanded.

"You5 Ginger* hush yo* mouf," Isom shouted. He
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